T)avis

IT is always hot when I visit Queen's Club. Baron's
Court does not figure in my mind as a part of London,
but as some sizzling little tropical town, with red
roofs quivering in the heat. It was hot last Friday
afternoon, when I went to Queen's to see the second
day's play of the Davis Cup match between Great
Britain and Germany. When there was no play going
forward, women put up sunshades; the players used
their towels very freely; many of us felt that our shoes
were too tight; it was that kind of afternoon; we might
have been sitting on Barbados. When you consider
that it was still April and that a day or two before we
had all been shivering in our thickest overcoats, you
will admit that it was very odd. It seems as if I have
only to move in the direction of Queen's to send the
temperature soaring. It would have seemed cooler
perhaps if the play had been on a grass court. There
are few things in this world that look hotter than &
new hard court in full sunshine. It looks angrily hot
Staring down at it, you can imagine the most terrible
of the deserts. How absurd it is for the hell-for-
leather game that is played on these fierce brick-red
surfaces, and played by athletic men who are soon
drenched with sweat and gasping for breath, should
still be called Lawn Tennis! It is a name with the
mildest associations. It suggests a companion pastime
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